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easy garment of insouciance. But now and then you
came unexpectedly against deeps of character, fissures
you could not plumb. Things had happened to Rook-
with, many things in many lands, so Norton gathered.
There had been that episode in the West Indies; then
he had been drafted to Ireland just in time to help to
finish off the '98 rebellion; after that, Holland and
Egypt. Egypt, apparently, had nearly done for Rook-
with. He had slipped well over this side of the tomb.
Still, something had pulled him back, some tenacious
hope, some desire still unfulfilled. Now he was in
England again, with a comfortable regiment, sta-
tioned in London and likely to remain there.

All this Rookwith told Norton in brief half-jeering
sentences, as they walked through Mayfair together
after their meeting in the library.

In shaking hands Norton had noticed that the third
finger of Rookwith's right hand was gone,

"Some damned nigger poisoned it," Rookwith ex-
plained casually.

Norton pondered.

"You make my life seem rather silly/' he said.

"Silly?   Why?"

"Useless. . . . I've just been rusting in London,
playing the fool, all these years/'

Rookwith grunted. "I thought politics were your
line."

"So they are. I'm not exactly in the forefront,
though. And politics, if you aren't doing some definite
work, are a shadowy sort of occupation."

"I suppose so." Rookwith lunged absent-mindedly
at the tail of a promenading cat. " Why didn't you get
a commission?"

"I did.  In the Militia/'